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DY J. CARTER BEARD.
It was blowing anil sleeting out of doors.
"Cold and wet as a doc's nose," de

clared S.i rs Sandakcr, as lie came ioto
tuerouin stamping and blowing his fingers.

"A dog's nose, indeed," cried pretty
Bertha, ttie forester's daughter, wlio

ulm. "Take my word fur it.
If tlie lad wLo could never learn to shiver '
cuid sliake, Mother Skaw tells us about
In ODe of lier 6tories, were to step out of
Uie bouse tonight, he'd shiver and shake
lo bis heart's Content."

"That inay or m.iy not lie," said old
Mother Skaw, taking a plncb of snuff
from a box made of reindeer horns, but,
bless you, the weather can never be as
cold as the heart of Frost-flak- the snow
lnaldcu of Suotnl."

Ui rsen Jack, taid Mother Skaw, taking
nuothcr pinch of snuff, was the first king
of the Tnvastians. lie bad a daughter
who never laughed or wept. What ber
real name was is now forgotten, but that
Is of little consequence, for she was so
cold and white and silent tbat no one
thought of .calling ber an thing else thurj

Hack to Her Futucr'x Arum.

Frost-flak- It was very sad, to le sure,
the girl was little better tLan u beautiful
Image of snow, and Birgen Jack, when at
borne from the wars, which It must be
confessed was not very often, because
fighting was going on pretty much all
Iho time iu those old dajs, was lonesome
In the great castle be had built at a

where he lived lu solitary state
with his daughter.

He had no other children, and though his
wife died when Frost-flak- e was born he
would not marry again. And so It hap-
pened at last, as the girl grew up without
any change for the better, that Birgen Jack
made proclamation by heralds throughout
all the north lands that whoever would
make his daughter. Frost-fluk- e, laugh or
weep should have ber for his wife and at
bc.r father's death reign In his place over
the Tavastlan people, for Le knew that
if she could be made to laugh cr weep the
pell that held ber would be broken and

she would become as other maidens are.
live to Joy end sorrow. In

THE RAVEN.
Now. It chanced at that time there lived

fctRoJaJok a man named Kuutson. who had
four ions whom he called North, West, he
Eoutli ami East, but the last named, the ho
Youngest was always known as Askeladen. the
Vhen these four lads beard the proclama-

tion and rromlse of Birgen Jack they gave
their father no rest until he consented to and
allow them to go to try to break the spell of
under whkh the king's daughter suffered,
though tl.ry. certainly had not the slightest of
Idea 1 ow 11 Is was to be done, and were his
obliged to trust their giod fortune and
their grandmother to find out. Their grand-
mother, who was a wise wrman, lived
where rojr roads met at the borders of a the
forest thrcugh which they had to pabs to was

lsit her.
'When tl.ey arrived at her house, which

tvas m underground, tlrey saw a bisraven on the grass-grow- n re of that bad in
omc way caught and cntangledjnc of its hisClaws in the thatch, aud could not escape.

Jt bad a col': r of gold about its neck, a And
Eolden crown npen Its head, and the sign wasf the hammer in gold upon each wing.

theThe eldest '. the brothers fitted an arrow
to bis bow to shoot the bird that be might
boast of h:. ving killed the klngof the ravens;
but the second brother suggested It would
be worth n i re to take It alive and sell It
to the king, who would without doubt pay
a. great price lorit. The third brother, how-
ever, rest reined them both, for he said the
laven was so f.--r from being an ordinary
bird tbat he I eheved, for his part. It was
Bot really linl rt all bat some one their
grandmother l.ad for purposes of her own
transformcdinio'.--i raven and fastened to
the roof of l.er Ihuic and tbat lie tlinughtlt
much safer to lake no notice of It. But")
Askcladen.mcc.iiag.Unsthisbrothers.'wishes,
filled his drinking hern at a neighboring
brook ami tnkhig-foo- from his scrip, gave
the raven meat and water and gently

its claw allowed 'it to. fly away.
The four brothers t ere greatly surprised

to see It, after"cjrcilngnlK)ut lathe air two
or three tln.es. dart clown the, chimney,
nnd .imoincntancnvar.lstl.cir grandmother
let them In at the door.

What .lo you want?" she asked.
.' "Wo rili you to aid us lu making Frost--
flake lauch.-in- weep." they replied.

"First yu must tell me truly why you
Irish to ! tli!-:.- "

L''i3ccau8tuuwergU the first brother, I

HlK Clilia.

"I.shalljiy marrying Frost-lak- e acquire
great power. I am ambitious."

"Because," answered the second brother,
"I shall by marrying Frost-lak- e acquire
great power. I alto am ambitious."

"Because," answered the third brother,
"I shall by marrying Frost-lak- e secure my-
self in a castle of great strength and live in
peace and safety guarded by my soldiers.
I am not ambitious.'

Because," said Askeladen, "I once saw
the princess as she fed the poor at the
castle gate and I care so much for her"I
would give all I have and all I am to
take away the shadow tbat darkens her
life."

The grandmother then presented Aske-laden- 's

three brothers with gifts which she
said would procure for them what they
wished for the most. To the first brother
she gave a sword whose edge would not
be turned and would never dull, but would
cut through the toughest steel as though it
were parchment. To the second she gave a
small bag of walrus hide containing seven
gold pieces that never became fewer, no
matter how many were taken from It, and
to the third she whispered a magic word
that would secure him from any bodily
danger when he pronounced it. Corre-
sponding mental gifts accompanied these
presents. The sword rendered Its owner
the bravest of the brave, the bag brought
a magic wealthpf learning to its possessor
and the word made him who pronounced it
witty and sarcastic.

When his brothers had departed each by
a different road which, however, all met
again at thecastle of Tavastelius, and Aske-
laden was left alone with his grandmother,
she took hlin by the hand and led him into
a scries of vast underground vaults filled
with shelves upon which rested an In-

numerable collection of rases, each of
which contained n human heart of hearts.
Some wore swollen with pride, some
withered with selfishness, some were
drowned lowlne aud others emliedded in
a mass of coins of different sorts.

At Iat as they passed n they carae to
one that was as beautiful and pure as
crystal, but It did not palpitate like the
others. Indeed, It showed no signs of. life;
it was as cold as ice and as hard as ada-
mant. It was frozen. "This," said Askc-laden- 's

grandmother, "is Frozen-flake'- s

heart of hearts. I shall give it into your
keeping. It Is jour task to soften, to
warm, and to bring It to life: to preserve
It pure and flawless as It now Is until
you Journey eastward and meet her. If
you do this the heart of hearts will be
transformed Into a harp and yours into a
song. The gods be with thee, grandson.
Tor thou hast fed and Ironed their raven.
Farewell."

WARMING THE IIEART.
One day he fell asleep as he rested by

the wayside and awoke to find a hungry
wulf more attracted by the crystal heart
of hearts than by the sleeper, trying to
tear it from his liosom. lie was terribly
torn and bitten before he could draw his
knife and stab the fierce animal, which
Immediately vanls'icd. Askeladen knew by
tills it was no true wolf, but a troll or
wood demon. Faint from pain and less
of blood lie could scarcely drag himself a
further on his road. When he can.c to
look at Frost-flake'- s heart of hearts he
was at first dismajed to sec It stained
with his blood, but how great h.is surprise
and delight that all coldness and hardness to
bad departed from It, and that It lay like

frightened bird, warm and palpitating In of
his hands.

Once again Birgen Jack tried to please
his wayward daughter and brought to-
gether all the wits and verso makers
and Jesters from all countries within a hismonth's Journey. Among them all none
was as witty as Askeladen's third brother. heDal, alas! these pleased her least of all.
"We have had liears, wolves, and owls,"
she said, "and here are apes and mag-
pies, a congress of fools She declared Itthey played with words as Jugglers do hiswith eggs, and neither knew nor cared
what they were talking about. Last of all,
however, came In a youth In tattered gar-
ments, weak and wounded, but who held

Ms hands a magnificent golden barp
encircled with priceless gems.

ASKELADEN'S VICTORY.
Striking the strings of the Instrument,

sang the story of bis life from the day
saw Frost-flak- at her castle gate to
very moment he now stood Iiefore her,

pouring out his heart in song. When she
first met Askeladen's gaze she blushed

turned aside her head. When he sang
his toilsome Journey and the perils he

encountered she wept, but when he sang
difficulties and dangers passed and of the
safe arrival at the castle, and bis hope

that as he touched the strings of his of
harp the music would be echoed in her
soul, she laughed with delight. Great was not

Joy on all sides, and especially keen
the Joy of old Birgen Jack that the

heart of his daughter had become a warm,
living, human heart, and tbat he had with and

daughter gained also so worthy a son.
Even Askeladen's brothers did not envy

good fortune, for had they not all
they wished for without the princess! It

as for the grandmother, although she
over ninety years old, she danced at

wedding 'as lively as the best.
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& Little

Lass.

Down on the Seventh street pave-
ment, In the Jews' quarter of Washing-
ton, old Levi, In his shabby shop suit and
tilted back chair, was a second-han-

clothes dealer. High up In the sixth
story ho was the rather of a little lass
whom lie loved better than he loved the
silver cola the old clothes dally brought
him. For her sake he drove hard bar-
gains and hoarded away his coin. For
ber sake he built a thick partition wall
lu that high sixth story, and shut away
from his motherless child all the sights
and sounds of Seventh street. lie made
a home room for her up there, and
crowded it with luxury. But ever lo the
midst of all this beauty stood a lace-drap-

bed, watched and guarded by a
d Jewish nurse, and on It lay

the small, might form and lovely face
of Levi's little lass.

A fall iu early Infancy had Injured her
In such a way that she had never walked.
A famous physician said she could be
cured, if her father would concent to a
long separation and some terribly critical
surgery. Old Levi's dread was greater
than his hope, and his child was very dear
to him. He had not consented. lie had
kept his Iron In that high sixth story, and,
through his tender care, life's best and

t thlni-- l.nil ramp tn hpf.
' Through the whole long day she did cot

see ner rutuer; out. wtien in tne evening
stillness she heard the clear, slow strokes
of a 6 o'clock bell she knew one-hal- f hour
more would bring him to ber.

She believed his business called blm
each day Tar down in tlegreat rich Capital.
She thought of hlin as onecf those wealthy
Israelites she read about, whose gold bad
given aid to governments, to kings, princes
and presidents. She was very proud, and all
herlmagluliigswereofnoblcnnd.'o'ty things.
She had never guessed of the dingy shop.
the shabby slop-sui- t, the dirty pavement
and the jiawnbroklngs.

II.
The days went on, and each one added

coin to Levi's hoard and comforts and
luxuries manifold to the life of tils little
lass. Until, suddenly, unexpectedly, there
came a terrible change. A fire broke out
lu the crowded block where thedingy ten-
ements stood so close together. Nobody
knew Just when or where It started. It
was a noonday conflagration, and fierce
flames of forked, )cl!ow light were mingled
with the glare of August sunshine. The
throb of engines and the shoats of firemen
sounded out over wails of women made
homeless and imprecations of men mad with
pain.

When the fire broke out old Levi was
away. That morning he had locked his
shop and had gone to attend an auc-
tion sale, where the contents of a ward
robe as well as household effects were to
be disposed of. He returned soon after
mid day to find his block ablaze. The
door of his shop had been broken down.
Firemen and floods of water were pouring
In. smoke and flames were rushing out.

With desperate bounds the old Jew
fought his way through the wild crowd,
lie staggered up steep flights of steps
till, stiried, burnt and nearly blinded, he
reached that high sixth story. To
Adah, lying on her d bed, shut
away by that carefully built partition
from the sights and sounds of Seventh
street to Adah, talking quietly with her

d Jewisn nurse, there stumbled
in a wild-eye- smoke-grime- hatless.
coatless man, who grasped' her almost
fiercely In his amis, and, signing to the
nurse to follow, began a perilous descent
of stairways whose dark corners were
lighted up by lames.

Tlie fire was re.isting on the rotten-woodwo-
rk;

its blaze was making merry
over the foulness found in bricks and
mortar. It was the strength of despair
that nerved old Levi, as he fought with
blinding smoke and glare for the lire of
his little lass. Down swaying stalrwajs,
over falling floors, until at last he stood
within the little shop where for jears
he had liought and sold old, faded gar-
ments and hoarded away silver coin.
Only yesterday be had carried a rer.vy
bag of silver to the bank and had brought
back a heavy roll of bills. The bills were
under the counter now. locked away with
many other rolls. In n stout, square
wooden Ikx. That box was Levi's only
bank, be himself his only trusted banker.

The hoard beneath- - the counter repre-
sented all his earnings nnd his savings since
the year his wife, Rachel, died. Should he
leave his hoard for the flames to devour?
Should he let fate cheat him of his future?
There had been a dream in his old hcatt of

day when he and Rachel's child should
sail away to the fair land of the Orient

where, among a people of her mother's
gentle race and manners, his Adah
should live out her life and he begin

live his own more nobly. Should that
golden dream of happiness end In a reality

absolute pennilessncss?
He measured with quick glances the

distance to the doorway. There was
time to leap the counter, to seize the
box, to gain the outer air. Except for
the precious burden lying helplessly In

arms! Except for his Adah, who had
uttered neither cry or questioning since

staggered to her bed and
tore her roughly from it! His arms
were full of his little lass they could
hold no other treasure. Yet-G- od of Israel!

was for her! for her! nc would save both
child and his currency!

Almost like a madman he cleared the
space between blm and the doorway.
Close followed by the Jewish nurse he
rushed out to the crowded street. And
there, on the dirty Seventh street pave-
ment, from which all her life she had
been shut away, his little lass was left by
mm.

III.
Thrust hastily into the arms of her faith-,f- ul

Jewish nurse, Adah lifted ber great
dark eyes up to the face.
With a heart-bea- t of sympathy for the
wondering horror she saw within their
depths, and with a throb of pain for the
revelation she knew had come at last,

Jewish woman clasped her charge more
tenderly, and leaned with her against one

the piles of broken furniture which
stretched all along the block. She did

speak, she only bent down over the
girl's fair face and kissed her long and
lovingly. I

"O, Miriam, speak!" cried Adah. "Speak
tell me what it means. Who are these

dirty, wretched people? and who was that
horrid, g man who brought rne
down the stairs? It could not O Miriam,

could not have been my "
The word "father" struggled on ber

tongue and died on her sweet lips.
A harsh voice sounded in her ear, and a

the J3avea.

mShiMdisj

mocking laugh rang shrilly out, above the
walls or women, the cries of frightened
children, the roaring of ie flames. A
withered crone, unkempt, re-
pulsive, was standing close by Miriam'
shoulder and peering down at Adah.

"By all the holy prophets!" she sneered,
"But here's a sight worth having the
fire fori So this Is Rachel's girl, thatnone of us have seen or beard about since
Rachel died. Too fine a lady was Rachel
and her baby to associate with her futher't
brethren. And now' here's the baby downon the Seventh streetipavement, burnedout like the rest orJusJ It's a fine child,
indeed, that can't recognize Its own father.
She don't even know' his pawnbroklng
shop when she sees it. Maybe nobody's
ever told her tbathe 'sells old clothes,
and fills his money-bo- by emptying the
pockets of the needy."

A movement In tlieamrging human mats
that stretched along 'the street bore the
old woman on wlth'lt, her mocking laugh
still sounding out shrilly.

Five minutes froinr'the- time he left them
on the pavement the Old Jew was stag-
gering out again'"frdm the midst of
blazing, falling timbers! Singed, scorched
and bleeding, the woodebbox clasped safely
In his arms. He made 'bis way to where
tney stood: Be almost threw the box at
Adah's feet. Then, worn and exhausted
though be was, he reached out his arms
for her lovingly.

She stretched forth her hands the little
white hands, which, through her father's
love, had been folded all her life in luxury

he stretched forth ber bands, and laid
them against his breast and pushed bun
from her with all her feeble strength.

"Uo away!" she cried. "Go away for-
ever! I hat jou! I hate and despise you!
All my life ou have lied to me. You have
made me believe in lies. I would rather
have C ?J back there in the fire than
know .at I know today." Andagninshc
pushes against him with her little hands.

The thrust of ber hands against bis
breast was 'light. The thrust of her
words upon his heart was heavy heavy.
He staggered back, he stumbled, he fell;
Just where, with .a fearful crash, there
reu at the same Instant the doorposts
and Mulct of the dingy shop. In wide.- -,

through weary years he had tolled and
boarded for the sake of lils.liitle lass.

IV.
It was many weeks later when, out of

unconsciousness and out of delirium, he
came back once more to lire and reason.
He was lying on a suuwy cot. In u ward
of the Garfield IIiptal. It was a Sep-
tember Sabbath utternoun. The long
room was cool and dim and quiet. Out-
side, In the corrldur, some young girls
iroiu a down-tow- church were softly
Inging sweet old gospel hymns. Each

Sabbath afternoon tLey came up to the
hospital to sing in the corridors to the
patients; and many an aching Lead was
soothed, and many a restless sufferer grew
quiet as the sweet joung vUces floated.
In with the sweet old w,rus of the hymns.

The Jew lay still and listened. They
were singing something with the refrain.
"O Beulah laud! sweet lloul.ili laud!"

As be listened, it all came back to
him all the memory of his lifetime. He
could see that one short jnr of bliss
with Racl-el- , he could see lhi.se otter
years when te liad, tolled fi r Rachel's
child. He rememliefeil bis golden diearu
of happiness, be Wondered vaguely who
was keiplug the wooden box tvbere tl.c
price of the happiness lay. He thought
of the fire and if his fight, with the
flames, he thought of hlsAdah out on
Seventh street. AncFtheri" I.e felt again
tlie thrust of two light'-hand- against bis
breast, and the thrusf 'ofjlieavy words
against uh heart.

Thedoctcrs.makingtheiraftemoon round,
found biiu free fronf fever and rational.
They spoke cheery-- words ofencouragement

TVnrmcd.

and left him to the nurses. He lay quite
still and patient-- He asked no questions of
anyone. He remembered nothing that had
followed the thrust of tl.ose two w.Mtc
hands. He did not know that tLe falling
doorway of his own pawnbroklng sbcp had
nearly crushed out his life; lie did not know
he had lain many weeks in the hospital.
Something about biiu felt' like a weignt;
be did not know his whole right side was
paralyzed and tbat, though a partial re-
covery was now assured to him, he would
never walk again. He did not know that
while be had Leen unconscious or raving
In wild delirium the critical operation he
hod dreaded fcr his child had been

ully that tended by her fulth-f- ul

Jewish nurse, the surgeon's instruments
had done their famous work, and now, in
that very hospital, bis Adah was fast learn-
ing to walk.' He knew none of these things
and be aVked no questions. It seemed to him
that nothing worth knowing about could
follow the thrust of those little white hands.

The singing in the corridor had ceased.
Be lay quite still and watched tlie glints or
September sunlight as they glanced through
the shaded windows.

something lirigliter than the sunlight
was coming into the room. Something
sweeter than the singing was stealing to his
bedside. A chair, rolled by a
Jewish woman, a fniryoung girl with out-
stretched arms and'plcading'face.

They had told her td be very calm.
but she rell upon his neck and wept
there a long while. Then she raised her

face, only to lay It close be-
side his on the pillow.

"My father! my father!!" she sobbed.
"I love you- - with all my heart. I never
used to know you in those other days.

know you now and I love you. See.
father! I can really walk. I am grow-
ing stronger every day, and It Is my turn
now to take care of you all your life."

The white hands that had thrust him
away from her were reached out to him
pleadingly. He took tbera In his own and
kissed tbcm, then laid them, as balm, on
bis sore heart.

Many more weeks followed before the
doctors pronounced old Levi as well as
he would ever be. Many more weeks fol-

lowed before Adah's cure was complete.
But there came a day when a ship
sailed out of a sunlit' harbor and steered
straight for a far 4ea tern shore. On
the deck sat a white-haire- d man, who
looked like the pictures of the patri-
archs. By bis sldestood a beautiful,
dark-eye- d young girVwhose every move-
ment told of love and tender care for
the old man. A gentle-face- Jewish
woman was in tb&ilckground. They
were sailing to theVeajC- - aThe wealth
ot-t-

he
wooden boxtJ-wSC- i theirsto com-

mand, a mutual lovft.wnlcn knew no con-
cealments and dreaeted no disclosures
was theirs 'to make tiem even, richest
Out of a sunlit harbor', aver summer seas,
tbey sailed; to the fair land of the Orient
the sunrise land wicrtg should dawn a
new and nobler life forjLevi's little lass.

Convalescences.
.Doctor The mattej.wb you Is that you

want to be out more.'
I'atient I'll'be out enough when I get

jour bill. Doctor. Yonkers Statesman. "

A Lucky

Child.
BY GERALD BRENAN.

Between the Malonesand the O'Farrells
there existed one of these feuds formerly
so common among the Irish peasantry.
Far back In the local history of Ball yea rne;,
It was said, an O'Ferrall had betrayed a
Malonc to the English. A second version of
the vendetta's origin was that generations
before a Malone bad been suspected of
purloining certain hens, ducks and other
poul try from the O'Farrellfarmyurd. Which-
ever account was the true one, the fact re-
mained that, beyond the memory of the
oldest inhabitant, the O'Farrells and

been at odds. Indeed, but for the
humorous schemes and kindly withal of the
Rev. 1'eter Walslu the families might have
continued foes to this "day.

It came to pass that the head of the
Malone household was one Shaemus Veg.
or "little James," a wiry, argumentative
old farmer, who still wore the antiquated
knee breeches and buckled shoon of the
early century. At the same period the op-
position faction was headed by Maurya
O'Farrell.un elderly widow; who, Lelngan
O'Farrell, lioth by birth and marriage,
naturally cherished a double dislike for
the Maloueo. Her hatred was fully recipro-
cated by old Shaemus Veg.

For years Father Walsh, the village pastor,
labored earnestly to make peace between
tne warring households, but in vain. Shae-
mus Veg positively declined to meet Mrs
O'Farrell half way in the negotiations for
leace; while the widow was equally de-
termined on the opposite side. Fat her Walsh
would have given up the attempt In despair
had not fate come to his rescue by introduc-
ing Kathy Ryan upon the scene.

Knthy Ryan was a baby and a re-
markably plump and vociferous baby at
that. Her rather and niotler were well-to-d- o

farmer folk; but newcomers to Ilal- -
lycarncy. For the latter reason they had
no ties of relationship with the leoplc
trluy a singular fact in the Ilallycarney
family where almost every family Is re-
lated or connected in some way, near or
distant, with every otter. The Uyans,
having no kin In the parish, asked Fattier
Walsh to choose for them suitable sponsors
to act at the christening of ttcir daugh-
ter.

At this the good priest smiled tiaprlly;
and proiosod the names of Shaemus Veg
Malone and the Widow O'Farrell.

hlraiKhtway to bnacmus anu me widow
went Farmer It) an. It was quite a com-
pliment in Ballycarney to be asked to
"stand" as godfather or godmother; so that,
since neither was told the name of the
othcrsiVMisur. both leaders in tlie O'Farrcll-Malon- e

feud consented to be present at tne
baptismal font of Baby Kathy. When the
truth did leak out. they were too proud to
withdraw their promises, being fearful
withal that such a withdrawal might be re
garded as cowardice.

The christening day arrived, and half
milycarney assembled to witness the meet-
ing between Shaemus Veg and the widow.
But If Balijcarney expected any undue dis
play or temper or luelike. Ilallycarney must
have been b'tterly dtsapiiolnted. Little Ka-

thy Ryan's sponsors bore themselves with
the utmost dignity. Not a single glance did
they cxihangc through the ceremony. and
when, in tlie churchyard afterward. Father
Walsh tried to use the Joint sponsorship as
an excuse of making peace.they merelyde-cllne- d

his kind offices with thanks, and
went their several ways.

Years passed, and Kathy Ryan grew out

of tlie stage of babyhood into thatof flower-pickin- g

and blackberry hunting. Through-
out the intermediate time she was cer-
tainly the most pa mpcred Infant as regarded
siwnsors in all Ballycarney family. Neither
Shaemus Veg i.or the Widow O'Farrell bad
children of their own, so tbat they lav-
ished a tremendous deal of afrectiun on
Kathy.

uuu day when the sun looked down with
his kindliest smile upon the joung corn in
the valley, Katby's mother tied a sheltering
bonnet about the child's head and sent her
across the meadows toward the rarmhousc
of the Widow O'Farrell. It was pleasant
iu the meadows that morning. There were
grasshoppers innumerable, whose intermit-
tent chorus seemed to set the warm air

Then there was a corncrake,
rasping out ostentatious expressions of
happiness, from a distant corner. Flowers as'
grew by eery stile, and in the st reams small
trout and speckled"'breackeens" (which is
Ballycameyese ror "minnows") darted hith-
er and thither in a fashion bewlldcrlnsly
delightrul.

Small wonder was it that Kathy delayed
many times along the field-pat- or that,
when she finally reached the widow's house
it was only to rind that buxom dame already
gone forth to do her marketing.

"Godmother not within," communed the an
wise Uttle woman with herself. "Kathy
go an' see godfather."

Suiting the action to the word, she tod-
dled out or the O'Farrell farmyard and
turned aloug the uphill path towards Shae-
mus Veg's. a

But Shaemus was absent from home also,
for there were meadows

aloug the hill slopes. Kathy was
disappointed, but her spirits revived when
she remembered the myriad pleasures of
or the footpath and began to retrace her
footsteps. Mrs. O'Farrell's dairymaid and
the ploughman at Shaemus Malouc's had
alike tried to pursade her to stay; but
Kathy would not be stayed, for she had a
will of her own and was, perhaps. Just a
little spoilt to boot. In

"Kathy come back by an by," she said.

Tho Frozen Heart
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The Feed

"Want to pick flowers an hear the corn-
crake."

So Into the fragrant fields she went;
and the raptures thereof were more"al-lnrin- g

than ever. So much so indeed tbat
she stayed out of the beaten track into
the Kilcesba woods, and even across the
boundanes of Castle Carney park.

TnE ALARM.
The Widow O'Farrel came back from

marketing u boutnoon;and a vexed woman
she was when she learned that Kathy
hail left the farm without seeing her.

"An" me bringin' her sweets from
fair, too!" she complained. "Af-

ter dinner I'll put on my cloak and go
across the fields to Mrs. Ryan's.'r

It bapjiened that not long Iiefore Shae
mus v eg had returned from his ineadowtng
to hear of Katby's fruitless visit.

"Afther dinner," he said, "I'll take my
stick an' walk down to Ryan's."

ThetwosponsorsarrlveUatFarmerRyan's
yard gate about the same time, anifgreat
was their consternation when tbey dis-

covered that Kathy had not returned from
Oer Journey.

"Wirra! Wirra!" walled Mts. O'Farrell.
" Tis lost the child is lost, or carried off
by gypsies."

"I'll gooutan'search for hcr,"eclaimed
Shaemus Veg. starting off ata round pace
down the horeen.

"Faith, an' if he searches for her, 111

search for her. too," cried the wido-- 7.

" 'Tis me she came to see, anyhow, not
that thief o the world."

Down the narrow boreen after Shaemus
sped Mrs. O'Farrell, and, being of sturdier
build than the little farmer, it wasnotlong
byrore she overtook him. Shaemus gave her
a balerul look out of bis but
said no word; and sir. side by side, the
twain clattered In pursuit of the missing
Kathy.

"She has gone into the woods," mut-
tered Shaemus.

The widow stared. "Were, ye speakin'
to me. sir?" she demanded, haughtily;
but Shaemus shook bis head contemptu-
ously nnd made as if to vault the wood-
en stile. Sha'emus. however, forgot that
he was no longer what is called In Ilally-
carney. "soople." He caught one foot In
the stile-ba- r and rolled heavily over into
the wood beyond. When he tried to
walk he found that his ankle had been
painfully twisted.

At tirst the Widow O'Farrell smiled
grimly at this accident; but when she
had gone a little way into the wood and,
looking back, had seen Shaemus seated
on a boulder, nnrsing bis foot mournfully,
her better nature asserted Itself.

"Misther Malone," she said, "there's no
love lost between us; but ye have a right
to look Tor Kathy Ryan the same as I
have. Without takin' any liberties, or
hatin you an' yours any less, I makebould
to orrer jou my arm."

Shaemus Veg, uHer due consideration,
took the prorrernl aid. "Mrs. O'Farrell,"
was his reply, "I don't want your Mend-shi- p,

an' you don't want mine. Today,
bowsomever, we have a common object,
ma'am. We're searchln' ror our lost
child. I take your arm with thanks."

THE RECONCILIATION.
It was in the Castle Carney woods, how-

ever, that the sponsors received a shock
which all but completely unnerved them.
They had gone on ror some distance with-
out rinding auy 6lgn or Kathy, when, on
reaching the bank or the river Fear, which
at this point ran through the park, they
stopped and looked at each other with
dread.

"The river!" gasped Shaemus Veg.
"Could she have fallen In? It Is deep
here."

don't ye take on so," he cried.
"Shure she may not be drowned, at all."

"Shaemus Veg!" said the widow, sitting
np. "This Is a warnin' to you an" me.
Here we are kcepln' up our sinful factions

flylu' in tlie very face of Providence.
What luck coul J we expect from such work

that?"
"True for ye. Maurya true for you,"

muttered Shaemus.
For the first time in their lives these

two had called each other by their Chris-
tian names.

Then somewhat shamefacedly, and with
downcast eyes, they made a solemn coven-
ant that ir Providence should restore to
them unharmed, their mutual godchild,
tlie Malonc-O'Farre- faction should "be a't

end, nnd they shnuld'shake hands upon
the spot.

Hardly had they completed the terms
of tills compact when there came wafted
toward them on the breeze, a sound as
welcome as it was familiar the sound of

cnildlsh voice which both knew and
loved. The voice was singing a quaint
old Gaelic ballad, the song of the Fear
River, and the hearts of this old couple
leaped In unison with the lilting measure:

h Osraidhc on floon te
Flonn-cla- t falrslng na Feare." -

"It's Kathy," cried the widow; and,
clutching Shaemus by the arm, she hair
'dragged, hair bellied him along the bank

the dlrectlou whence the voice pro-
ceeded.
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Although the old proverb, "seeing is
believing," is a very popular one, there
is another truer and better worth our
consideration which tells us "Appear-
ances a re deceitful."
It Is true tbat all we know of what is

about us comes to us through our five
senses. It is as though we.ourselves.were
shut up inside our bodies and had to depend
on these servants of ours, seeing, smelling,
hearing, tasting and feeling to get all the
ideas we can ever have of tbenature. and
qualities of things. These servants of ours,
though of the greatest possible use to us,
are. I am sorry to have to admit, not
always as reliable as they might be. Some-

times one will tell one story and another
will contradict it and tell a different one.
Sometimes two or three will agree In what
they tell as and two or three disagree
with them and possibly with each other.
Very often tbey have to be carefully

d and then reports com-

pared before anything like the truth of
what they tell us can be ainved at.

Here, for instance, is a thing that our
sense of sight, aided by our sense of feel--
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The Godparent1.

ing assure us is a coffee bean, but It
neither smells nor tastes like one. It is. In
fact, a counterfeit made of pressed dough,
or some such matter, dried and baked
and colored to deceive the unwary. Cross
the first and second fliigers and roll a
small marble between their Inner edges
011 the palm of your other hand and your
sense of feeling Insists there are two
marbles where you know there is only
one. If you play this tnck upon a play-
mate and make blm close I1I1 eyes, so
that he cannot correct one sense by

be will believe he really has two
marbles between bis fingers.

Ventriloquists deceive our sense of bear-
ing very perfectly and completely. I know
of one little miss who burst into indig-

nant tears because the showman, whsd
been holdingan animated conversation with
two or three very witty puppets, Incon-
tinently doubled them up, thrust them Into
a box, nnd slammed the lid down upon
them. Even the lower animals are

Imposed upon by their senses. A
single example will sutfke. There are
fungus growths, plants of the toadstool
family, which smell so exactly like spoiled
meat that blow-flie- s lay their eggs upon
them, and the larvae, when hatched, starve
to death.

None of our senses are as readily Im-
posed upon as our sense of sight. In
figure 1 In the accompanying illustration
the thlu line looks longer than the thick
board from which it springs, yet by actual
measurement It is the same. TLe propor-
tions of a figure give us an Idea of height
apart from the real size of an object.
A slender person looks tan, a stout person
short. In figure 2 the curved figures ap-
pear of different sizes: the upper one Is not
really smaller than the lower. In figure
3 the two parallel lines appear to di-
verge. Figure 4 represents a gothlc
arch bisected at one side by a straight
column, the apex of the arch being at A.
Ou looking nt the two sides of the nrcli
it seems Impossible that both can be of
the same degree of curvalive. or that the
lines or the shorter s'dc If extended will
Join those or the longer one. It can, how-
ever, lie very easily proved by drawing
two lines with a pencil across the
straight bisecting lines, when the arch
will at once appear In its proper form.
Although until this is done the eye re-

fuses to perceive the fact, aud the ap-
pearance of two dissimilar arches con-

tinues. Many optical illusions of this
kind exist, but those here given are suf-
ficient to show bow little the eyes can be
depended on, even when without trick or
artifice simple diagrams, of the sort here
shown arc placed before them.

A Distinction.
Mr. Swift You told me that this horse

was without fault, but I notice that one
or his eyes Is blind.

Dealer Sure; that's not his fault, sor,
it's Ills misfortune. Vanity.

Prepared for Emergencies.
"It's gone!" she cried: "my bathing suitl'

He answered: "Don't Iooc hope,
We'll find It toon, ror, see! I've got
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